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The Egg Would Not Float, and I Knocked Over the Cup

Our science teacher assigned homework: find a way to make an egg float in water.
The moment I got home I opened the fridge, picked out the biggest egg, and dug out a
glass. Mom asked if I needed help. I said no, how hard could it be.

I dropped the egg into the glass. It plopped to the bottom and lay flat, like it
had fallen asleep. I added salt, one spoonful, and stirred with a chopstick. The salt
dissolved, the water clouded a little, and the egg did not move. Getting impatient, I
dumped in two more spoonfuls. Stirring, my chopstick tapped the egg, it rolled over,

and lay there again.

I lifted the glass to look closer, and my elbow knocked into a pile of blocks
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left untidy on the table. The glass tipped. I scrambled to catch it and missed.
Splash. The whole cup of salt water spilled. Water ran off the table edge, the egg
rolled out, spun once on the tabletop, and stopped beside my homework notebook. One

corner of my notebook got soaked.

I froze for two seconds, then tears rushed up. I had been busy for ages, the egg
still would not float, the cup had tipped, and my notebook was ruined. I shoved the

egg back into the glass, turned around, went to my room, and shut the door.

After a while Mom knocked, came in, said nothing, and placed a dry rag in my
hand. We went back to the kitchen, wiped the table dry, and spread the wet notebook
open page by page on the windowsill. Mom poured a fresh glass of water and said: keep

going, the salt did not all spill. I sniffled and picked up the spoon.

This time I learned my lesson and set the glass far from the table edge. One
spoonful of salt, ten stirs, look. Another spoonful, stir again, look again. The
water grew cloudier, and a layer of undissolved salt piled at the bottom. I counted.
At the fifth spoonful, the egg moved and lifted off the bottom. At the sixth, it
wobbled upright. At the seventh, the egg broke the surface, showing a small wet patch

of its crown.

I called Mom to look, and the two of us leaned over the table, watching the egg
sit steady on top of the salt water. Mom asked: when you knocked the cup over, did
you think about giving up? I admitted I did. Mom asked: then why did you pick the
spoon up again? I thought a long time and said: because the egg was still lying on
the table. It had not floated yet.

Later I wrote this experiment into my science homework, and I wrote about tipping
the cup too. My ending line read: spilling a cup of water is no big deal, just pour
another. Add the salt spoonful by spoonful, take the failures one by one, and the egg
will float in the end. Then I opened my dried, wrinkled notebook. That page was

crinkled like a small sun—dried cloud. It looked better than a brand—new page.
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